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Martinet implies, that he sent me to spend the winter at La Br6vine.
Consequently it was of those disorders that that austere hibernation
cured me, and not at all of those other "disorders" of which there was
then no question at all.
Yesterday evening I did not want to revive that already old quar-
rel, tihough Martinet made a slight allusion to it. Moreover, I no longer
recalled precisely enough the details of that posthumous false testi-
mony. But I insist on noting it here (and have been able to do so only
at some length), for it may be that later on some perfidious argument
may be drawn from it, as Vanderem did not fail to do as soon as Mar-
tinet's book appeared This is indeed all he retained of this book,
which, to be sure, hardly contributed anything new save that very
suspect testimony.
For, quite naturally also, it is always the false that is at a premium
and takes precedence over the truth, if only one gives a helping hand
or even leaves it alone. For truth is bothersome and falsehood profit-
able (otherwise people would not lie). This is indeed why, of all
texts, the apocryphal ones are the most often quoted. (I should like
very much to know whether, in the Gospel text, the little final addition
"and shall inherit everlasting life" is not one of them? Without it
Christ's word: "Every one that . . , hath forsaken , . . brethren, or
sisters, or father, or mother, or lands, for my name's sake, shall receive
an hundredfold . . /* exactly agrees with Communism.)
You were told: fear of God is the beginning of wisdom; then, with
God missing, the fear remained on your hands. Understand today that
wisdom begins where fear ends, that it begins with the revolt of
Prometheus.
You were told, you let yourself be told, that it is first essential to
believe. It is first essential to doubt.
. There is not one of these conversions in which I do not discover
some shameful secret motivation: fatigue, fear, blighted hope, malady,
sexual or sentimental impotence.
Today people call "constructive minds" the prudent restorers of
ruins.
For too long now I have dared think only in a whisper; and this is
a way of lying.